time he would admit to himself that the end was near. But to me he looked
as though he were better, notwithstanding that helpless arm. But he
seemed indifferent. He didn't want to talk about it at all, either way. Life
had been pretty hard on him. Such friends as he had could do little to
make up for the deep tragedy of his frustration as an architect. In solitude
only a year or so before he had made the beautiful drawings for the System
of Architectural Ornament, his hand shaking as with palsy until he began
to draw, then firm as could be. And these drawings that he made then
show little falling off either in style or execution from his best at any time.
His ornament was his inextinguishable gift and to the last. I had passed
through many situations with him that had looked worse than this one.
So I put him back to bed again—covered him up—and sat there by him
on the edge of the bed. He fell asleep. Another crisis had apparently
passed. He seemed to sleep well, to breathe deeply enough and easily once
more. The nurse had stepped out for a moment. An imperative call came
in from Taliesin. I left a note for the nurse to call me immediately if there
was any change in him for the worse.
At Taliesin I listened anxiously for the telephone. No call coming I felt
reassured.
But the day after the next I learned of his death from the newspapers and
a long-distance call from Max Dunning. He had died the day after I left.
Several architects, warm-hearted little Max Dunning one of them,
happened to come just at the end to see Mm and had taken charge. I was
not sent for.
The Master had nothing in the world he could call his own but the new
clothes it had been a pleasure of my life to see Mm in—these and a beau-
tiful old daguerreotype of Ms lovely mother, himself and his brother,
aged about nine, seen standing on either side of her.
Knowing he was dying he had given this prized possession to the nurse
to give to'Frank*.
I should have liked to keep the warm muffler he had worn about Ms
neck. But—what use? He was gone!
Nor did anyone think to advise me concerning any of the funeral
arrangements. His other friends picked Ms body up, planned an ordinary
funeral at Graceland, at wMch Wallace Rice, his crony at the Cliff
Dwellers, spoke. I attended. Later they designed a monument for him .. .
a slab of ornament designed for his grave. In his own vein! 'They* caused
tMs to be designed by George ElmsHe, the young understudy I had brought
over to Sullivan from Silsbee's because the Master wanted me to train
someone to take my place in case anything should happen to me. George
had taken my place when I left, and he stayed with the Master ten years or
more. But to me, who had understood and loved him, tMs idea of a monu-
ment to the great Master was simply ironic. There was nothing to be done
about it worth doing- It was their own best thought for the man now, and
no monument was ever more than a monument to those who erect it, is it?
By the Eternal. These monuments! Will we never make an end of such
banality, such profanity?
259

